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years before, ran in from the garden path, waited
an instant, looking at the crowded room, then
went up to Judith, caught her arm and whispered:
'Judith, 'tis Mr. Georges. He's coom back.
He's there, in your own place/

For a moment the room with its figures and
haze of heat swayed, in movement, almost it
seemed, to the fiddler's tune. She remembered
afterwards (looking back as she did so many, many
times) that Charlie Watson put out his arm and
for a moment held her. She felt (she knew after-
wards, although at the time she did not notice
it) the beating of his heart against her cheek.
What an agony of joy, anticipation, and fear!

c It is my husband,' she said, looking up into
his face: then she ran out.

Georges was standing in their living-room,
near the staircase, down which he had once
bundled his box. She ran to him, and at once
knew by the way that he held her that something
terrible had happened to him. He had never
held her like that before, as though his only
safety lay in his contact with her,

*  I thought that I would never be here,' he said.
He lifted her off her feet and looked into her eyes.
Then he put her down and went to the door, which
he closed, slowly, surely; then stood for a moment
with his back to it.    They could hear through the
wall the scream of the fiddle and the tramp-tramp-
tramp of the dancing figures.

* Will you come down to the Tarn?' he asked
her.

4 But you must eat/'